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It started when a little dragonfly who was 
flying with her mother saw the white caterpillar 
and said, “O how charming she looks!” 

The white caterpillar lived on the branch of 
a tree. A small pond lay near the foot of the tree. 
Everyday, the white caterpillar walked down the 
branches and sal on one branch that was closer 
to the pond. She sat on the edge of a leaf and 
bent over to see herself in the water. 






The small pond was connected to a river by 
a narrow stream. The river and its banks were 
full of different animals which moved here and 
there all the day long and made a lot of noise. 
The place was full of frogs, lizards, scorpions and 
colourful birds, it was full of small and big insects 
such as mosquitos, flies, dragonflies and bees. 





One day after nibbling a big leaf, the white 
caterpillar walked down to the branch to see 
herself in the water. But she had grown so fat 
and heavy that the leaf under her tore away from 
the branch, and she fell into the pond. The white 
caterpillar tried all that she could lo save her life 
but she was going down. She could hardly reach 
the surface of the water. She raised her head from 
the water and shouted with fear, "Help... Help...” 




The white caterpillar was about to drown 
when she felt that something was rubbing against 
her body and carrying her to the bank. When 
they reached the shore, the white caterpillar 
pulled heTself out of the water with much 
difficulty. When she felt a bit better, she looked 
in the pond. A very small black fish was 
swimming in the pond. When the black fish saw 
the white caterpillar sitting near the bank and 
watching him, he raised his head above water 
and shouted, “Hey dear friend! How do you feel?" 








The white caterpillar paused a little and said, 
“Yes... Yes... I’m better. Was it you who rescued 



me?" 




The fish shook his tail, swam to the while 
caterpillar and said, " When you were in water 
crying for help, 1 heard your voice. Then 1 helped 
you to reach the 

The white caterpillar shook her head by way 
of thanking and said, “You have saved my life. 
You are a very good friend, But T do not even 
know your name.” 
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The black little fish said in a comforting 
voice, “They call me a tadpole.” 

Since then the white caterpillar and the 
tadpole became friends. Everyday after lunch the 
white caterpillar walked to the bank of the pond 
and spoke to the tadpole about things which she 
had seen from above the tree. The tadpole too 
swam from one side of the pond to the other side 
and told interesting stories which he had heard 
from his mummy. 
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Each day they became more frientf/y. Many 
days passed and the weather became warm. The 
water-level in the river dropped. As this was 
going on, the tadpole saw that the pond under 
the tree and the river getting separated. The 
tadpole was very much worried. If the weather 
continued to grow warmer, the water in the pond 
would gradually evaporate and he would fall into 
the mud at the bottom of the pond. 

The pond was shrinking day by clay and the 
tadpole was getting more and more scared. This 
continued until the level of the water in the pond 
fell and the pond cut down to the size of palm of 
a hand. The tadpole who was much alarmed, 
circled around himself. He raised his head from 
the water and called out to his friend, "O my 
white friend!" 
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The white caterpillar who had now grown 
too fat was busy eating the last pieces of a leaf. 
She could hardly move her white and heavy 
body. She moved to the brink of the pond and 
asked, “Yes, dear tadpole. What has happened?" 

The tadpole replied, “Dear friend, there is no 
water left in the pond, I will gel buried in the 
mud at the bottom of the pond after a lew days, 
if I do not reach the river.” 

The white caterpillar thought a lot to find a 
way to save her friend but she did not know what 
to do. It grew dark and they bid goodbye. But 
the white caterpillar did not sleep. She thought 
throughout the night. Around daybreak, a 
brilliant idea struck her. 

The tadpole was still sleeping when the white 
caterpillar walked down the tree and reached the 
tall grass near the pond. She cut a long blade of 
grass and carried it to the lowest branch over the 
pond. She called the tadpole, “Hey tadpole, my 
good friend, wake up!” 

The tadpole hearing the call, awoke and 
enquired, “What is the matter, friend?” 

The white caterpillar pointed to the long 
grass blade and instructed, “Take the end of this 
blade into your mouth and do not let it go.” 




The tadpole held the end of the grass blade 
in his mouth. The white caterpillar carried the 
grass blade and the tadpole who was hanging on 
it over a branch that hung above the river. The 
tadpole jigged around in the air. When the while 
caterpillar reached a point above the river, she 
opened her mouth. The tadpole dropped down 
into water and the river carried him away. 
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Some Li me later the white caterpillar walked 
out of her cocoon in a new form and flew over 
the river. When she saw herself in the water near 
the bank, she cried with surprise, ‘Ah, how much 
I have changed!" 

She was no more fat and white. She now had 
long and beautiful red wings which helped her 
to fly wherever she wished. The red butterfly 
suddenly remembered the tadpole, her friend. 
She flew over the river to find him. She searched 
every nook and corner of the river and looked 
everywhere, but could not locate her friend, the 
little black tadpole. Instead the river swarmed 
with young frogs who were diving into the water 
or were croaking outside the water. Their voice 
heard everywhere. 



The red butterfly again looked for the little 
tadpole, her clever and devoted friend, but could 
not find him. At last she decided to ask the frogs 
that were making all the noise whether they knew 
anything of her friend. 

She flew down, hovered over one of the frogs 
and asked. “Excuse me sir. Have you seen a little 
black tadpole?” 

The young frog raised his head and said in 
surprise, “Did you say a little black tadpole!” 
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The butterfly said excited, “Yes... Yes... A 
tadpole who was dark black.” 

The young frog laughed and said, "I too 
must ask a question. Have you seen a fat white 
caterpillar - one who eats leaves from morning 
until night? She was so heavy and fat that she 
could hardly move.” 

The red butterfly did not know what to say. 
The young frog was speaking about her. The 
butterfly thought for a while, “This young frog 
seems to be the same tadpole, my friend," 

She cried gladly 'All tadpole, my friend! I 
could not recognize you!" 
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